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"The Real Condition or Cuba Today" by
Stephen Bonsai, is a work that every d

American, man and woman, should
buy and read. The Hrst paragraph of Mr.
Bonsai's dedication will explain the rea-lo- n

why. He cays: "To the starving and
plague-stricke- thousands in Cuba who be-

sought me while 1 was with Uiom In
pltoous accents tc go and tell my people
the Mory ot their unimaginable woe, and
who prayed in my presence to Our Lady of
Pity. that L might be imbued with the
btreegth to accomplish the task which
their entreaties, as well as my appreciation
of my duty imposed', I dedicate this inade-
quate iMit heartfelt description of their
t1ti2Uou."

We may be permitted to remark .at the
Etart that the inadequacy suggested by
the: author's modesty is not at all in evi-

dence, except that psrhaps it would be im-

possible for the mind and pan of any man
to convey to the world a complete uuder-utandln-g

of all the horrors tliat constantly
must have been before the eyes of Mr.
Bonsai In Cuba- - It is a grewsome task
that ho has undertaken, but it must be
said that nobly he lias acquitted himself of
it. Every appearand of sensationalism
lias been carefully avoided. Nothing is
B.'i fiawti :u inane or upo.i hearsay H

observes the strictest consarvatism and
and impartiality ot statement and argu-

ment from the firstu the last page. The
work as a whole may be looked upon as
a complete brief in the case of the people
of Cuba against the joint iiowers of Spain
and Hell before the bar of American opin-
ion, humanity and Almighty God.

Willi icon belore us tilt? tempta-
tion to reproduce every word of it al-

most is imwif.tiljle: but inexoiable lim-
itations cr Ei.ace will penult us only to
review it brielly, hi the l:ope that every
constituent of The Times who has not
road it heretofore will at once rroeure a
copy and attain the painful satisfaction of
learning the v.' hole hideous' truth from a

toinpetnnt, honestand unimpeachable eye-

witness-
On reaching Havana, in January of this

year, Mr. Fonsal say;
My first visit was instinctively to the

graA and lichen-covere- d catiieurai of porous
coral stone, where rest tne ashw or tne
men wiio, by a brilliant blunder,
the Americas, that Pandoras box of
troubles and of woes Tor Spain. -
The sanctuary is rilled with eiled women,
who, sniouded in the dark mass robes,
now and again interrupt the solemn serv-
ices with sobs that cannot be repressed.
Before the main altar, and frowning down
upon the mourners, who, in their despair
and utter desolation, turn toward the
mercy teat, there stands a cannon, and
over and above the image of the Prince
or i'eace there floats a gaudy war ban-
ner. 1 had then been in Cuba only
twenty-fou- r hours, and 1 could not know,
and x could not have believed had I been
so told, tiiat the cannon that Mauds there
in the cathedral, a barrier between the
altar and the mourning throng, and the
war banner over the crucirix, were the
true and most appropriate symbols of a
barbarous, merciless and fratricidal war,
without a parallel in modern history.

When Mr. Bonsai was uu the island tne
war hart not extended in any way worth
mentioning to the eastern provinces of
Puerto Principe and Santiago de Cuba.
There the small farmers still occupied
their homei-tend- s in the campo, and mostly
bad escaped the horrors that afflicted, and
now still more horriLly afflict, their
bietarcn in the western provinces. In the
interior of this Cuba Libre, the Spaniards
held only the towns of Bayamo. Jjguani
and Holguin. Considered of strategic

they have served only to weaken
the Spanish power and to assist the cause
of the young republic. The procession of
convoys constantly striving to victual and
supply these inland positions from the sea
coast have furnished the army of Geu.
Callxto Garcia with arms, ammunition
and everything else needed on a campalsai
Tor a year past. Every week new convoys
were sent out from Mananlllo and other
coast points, and with almost equal regu-
larity were captured by the Cubans It will
be remembered that within the past week
Weyler has ordered the evacuation and
destructicn of Riyatno.audprobably would
destroy the others if lie had not suddenly
been called west to meet the present cam-
paign of Gen. Gomez against Havana.

west or the trocha or Jucaro-Moro-n

in the lour provinces or Santa Clara, Matan-za- s,

Havana, and i'iuar del Kio the con-
ditions observable are quite different.
The whole country has been reduced to a
mass or ruins and ashes bv what Gen.
Weyler tins been pleased to call due process
or military law. with the exception of
some twenty or t iirty "centrales, ' or
sugar estates, there has not been left
standing a single house, not even a

guano hut in these four provinces, out-
side or the Spanish lines surrounding the
occupied towns. While these sugar estates
Have been guarded by large bodies of
regular Spanish troops and by bands ofirregular. am well within the truth when
J say that not even upon these estates,
winch lly the Spanish flag, which are
surrounded by innumerable forts and trochas
on a small scale, a single sack or sugar
lias been made that has not paid the tax
lmjKtKPd by the local prefects of the Cuban
republic.

The author is speaking here of the com-
pletely "pacified" districts, which for
months Weyler had declared to be under
bis complete control and authority, yet
in which he has lost men in battle every
week, and could not exempt plantations
within Ms military lines from the

of paying tribute to the civil govern
ment of the republic.

Close reading or Weyler's proclamation of
"reconceiitracion" will show that men and
women and children who may be found
eight days after its publication in this
desert, which was once the garden of a
peerless island, are to be regarded as rebels,
and are treated as rebels bvthe officers ofIds most catholic majesty's army-th- at
Js, they are to be shot down in cold blood,though sometimes, as an act or particularclemency, the women ami children aresentto the nearest prison for prostitutes. Theproclamation authorizes this inhuman con-
duct, and thennthorizatiou is strengthened
and sharpened bv the private instructionsto chiefs of guerrillas and heads of columnsto avoid taking prisoners.

The world i? curious to know why it Is
that with 250,000 troops furnished him
"Weyler has been unable to make any im-
pression upon, much less to subdue, the
revolution. Aside from the main fact of
"Weyler's dishonesty, cowardice and total
want ot military ability, Mr. Bonsai points
out some excellent leasous why Utile
could be expected from the Spanish army
as organized for Its work In Cuba Al-

though England .and other nations having
armies in tropical countries have long
learned the necessity for clothing them in
flannel; the Spanish army Is arrayed hi
linen and provided only with straw shoes,
which soak full and go to pieces after
one day in a Cuban swamp. Worse than
this, It 's absolutely without any commis-tari-

wnateverl If a column moves
from one ot the fortified, and hence pro-
visioned places, it must return within
forty-eig- hours, or else reach some other
"Victualled position.

It has not a single battery of mountain
guns. If it should march cutand succeed
In taking a desirable strategic position
it could not hold it, for lack of comira.ssi-.- y

supplies. Military ciitics will ee.c at a
glance that an army so conditioned is two-Ihir-

beaten hi advance, and. when the
destructive factor of Cuban climate is
added to the consideration, it Is not matter
for 'surprise that Weyler "has been regu-forl- y

unsuccessful and almost invariably
defeated by his antagonists, notwithstand-
ing their inferiority in numbers, arms and

equipment. In a broken country like the
theater of war in Cuba, one"corps d'armee"
of acclimated troops, such as met at the
Appomatox surrender, if propgrlyequlppcd
and supplied, could in detail batter tin?

life out of the huge, disorganized mob
under the command of the Spanish hyena.

While We-ylo-r has made a desert of the
country within reach of his seacoast forti-
fications in Cuba Libre, that is, in four-fifth- s

of the island, fcod grows on every
bush. "There are valleys whieh
the Cubans hold, andwhere their cattle
graze in safety- - Here they have even
planted g crops, like sweet
potatoes, which ripen five or six times a
year." Of such conditions, Gomez, the
Liberator, has taken scientific advantage.
He is "not only a man born to command,
but one who is abreast of the mll.tary
science of the day, so far as it can he
applied to tlu-- peculiar warrare upon which
lie Is engaged. His masteily circular
movements never fail to puzzle, those who
would bring his army to bay, and, worn
out by the chase, the Spanish columns
never succeed in cornering him The half-grov-n

and immature buys, the raw re-

cruits which Spam has sent to the island,
servo but as foddei for fevers and other
diseases to feed upon. With half rat'ons,
scant clothing and little oi no pay, and
that in a depreciated currency, the sol-

diers are capable of doing only one day's
work in seven, but the wonder to me is
that they arc able or willing to shoulder
a musket at all."

The author explains the
indifference with which otherwise loy.il
Spaniards on the island regard the ultimate
success if their arms, ir Spain were every-
where succ.'Ksful and the revolution snuffed
out, the interest on the SpanlsJi debt on
Cuban account, already would amount to
$30.000,i!00 per annum. "The military
party would insist upon an army or oc-

cupation of 1 OO.Oou men. Tills army would
cost the island at least $75,000,000 a year.
Add Si 0,000,000 for civil and judicial

Cuba's share of the naval
budget, ami there would be an annua! bur-
den or $115,000,000 on the island. Under
the most favorable conditions of peace
and deal sugar, Cuba never has been able
to produce more than thirty millions in
taxes No one who knows Cuba experts
that for at least five years after the war,
however It may end, the island will be
able to carry a budget of more than twelve
millions" The conclusion arrived at by
Mr. Ponsai appears inevitable. He says
"So Spain, on the verge of bankruptcy
her.elf, would have to make up a deiicit
of at least $100,000,000 to retain her last
colon j', which is, of course, an absurdity.
Even England or France could hardly stand
such an annual drain, even supposing Unit
they were so unwise as to care to do so."

Of the universal sentiment of the Span-
ish element on the island, Mr. Bonsai gives
a striking illustrat'on in what was said
to him by one of the leading tobacco
planters in Santa Clara province; a man
of high position, education and culture.
"The only way to end this Cuban ques-
tion Is the way Gen. Weyler Is going
about it. The only way for Spain to
retain he- - sovereignty is to exterminate --

butcher, if you like every man, woman
and child upon it who is infected with
the contagion and dreams of "Cuba Libre'
We tried other methods the last time, and
sec the result. What the contagion is I do
not know. It is something in the air these
Cubans breathe. No one is safe from the
infection. I never see even my own half-grow- n

lwys start to school in the morning
but what I hold my breath and say, 'Will
they, too, succumb to the infection? Who
knows but that they, too, will start for
the long grass today?' "

It it- - hard to pass by any single page of
Stepnea Bonsai's book without quoting it.
We must content ourselves with whetting
the appetite ot our readers for the com-
plete work. Let us record it here that
there isnotanoutrage, atrocityor butchery
heretofore reported by correspondents of
The Times, ami printed in our columns, of
which tliis narrative does not contain the
corroboration, the equivalent, or worse.
It tells us how the Spanish residents, tho
leaders of the vclunteers and mercantile
class, continually urge the government to
sanction a general massacre ot Cubans in
the towns and cities, that theii extermina-tir.- n

may cut off the aid they arc able to
give to their brethren in the "long grajs."
With harrowing detail, it gives us the
hideous truth of the outrage of helpless
women and girl children and thcirbiitchery
afterward; of the pitiless starvation and
murder of innocent peasant men, women
and children, and of the fiendish tortures
regularly applied to Cubans of both sexes
and all ages to make them betray their
country or their kindred. Mr. Bonsai
wains the United States that, when the
last day comes and the banner of Spain
sullenly is furled for a final departure,
some strong hand will have to bo extended
over the country to save the defenseless
ones from a last carnival ot demoniac rage,
crson, ami massacre.

In glorious contrast with the frightful
rapacity, lust and bloodthirstiuess ot
Weyler and his Spanish fiends, we have
a picture of holy devotion to country aud
liberty, displayed by the brave sons and
daughters of Cuba Libre! Daily they are
tortured to death with ingenious modem
lefinements upon the most horrible de-
vices aod tools of medieval cruelty, and
they suffer the untold agonies or their
persecution to the end without betray-
ing their cause or their friends. In spite
ot these awf ul temptations to revenge; In
spite of the systematic murder of Cuban
prisoners ot war, Mr. Bonsai declares that
the patriots never have even maltreated
Spanish prisoners, although they do hang
Cuban traitors whenever taken.

Every morning there are military execu-
tions on the esplanade at the Cahan-- i

Fortress. Mr.. Bonsai saw one. The band
played waltz music throughout the cere-
mony. It always is done, an old sergeant
told him, to drown the cries of the vic-
tims. "Said the sergeant, emphatically:
'Since I have been in the Cabana, these
five weeks, I have seen fifty men die,
and they all died like men. As they fall
they cry out, "Long live free Cuba" or
"Liberty and patria,"- - and some curse
Weyler, the hangman, the butcher, for a
cowardly hound. So they keep the music
playing.' "

We must slight the execution our au-
thor witnessed, and which he narrates with
splendid sympathy and pathos, to find room
for the story of another that happened on

the day preceding, the details of which
were given him by the old sergeaut again.
And with this we shall have to stop:

"You may be glad you were not hereyesterday morning, and It I had anything
to do or anywhere else to stay i wouldnocbe here today," said the crippled sergeant
later, as we met again at the canteen "Ihad to driuk many a coplta before 1 feltlike myself, or could trust myself to takethe soup, thin aud weak and easy to stom-
ach as our caldo is. The 'hermanitos,' aswe called them, the brightest, merriest
little boys 1 ever saw, were shot in theditch yesterday morning. They were notmore than firteen or sixteen years old, and
how they came to be with the rebels I do
not know. We were very rond of them andtried to slip in what food we could through
the iron bars of the galera, where they
seemed to be so out or place, where thevnevcr should have been put, we thought
and so did many or the officers. But woreney mamoices, reneis; weu, tney
and red-h- ones, and whenever tho env- -

J emor came around on his inspection they
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would always shout 'Long iirve free Cubal
aud other deviltry, and tuat is why they
had to be shot.

"Weil, they came marching out ot the
chapei yesterday morning as pert as you
pleaBe, and hopping along with their hob-uie- s

as cheeriuily as ti.ough they were
going to a picnic, and not to their death.
ihey were very much pleased when the
lieutenant said of course they could die
togetner, he would not separate them.
Then the eldest lost his peeker a little,
whispered imnlorlngly to the captain, and
we thought Tie was going to give way,
l.oor iittie worm, aud 1 would not have
blamed him, He should have been at
home with his mother, curled up in her
Jap. But then the captain answered, loud
and sharp, and we Knew he had not heen
wttvering. The captain said: "What you
ask is impossible I cannot have your arms
uutound. 1 must obey orders, aud you
must be shot just as you are, and like all
the other prisoners sentenced to death for
rebellion.' Then the little chap, wno was
not a vear older than his biothcr, blew
oiit his chest, like the little game ccck
he was, and said: 'I only asked because
Carlno Is to joung; because 1 wanted to
put my arms around him when you fired,
to save him all I could when the bullets
came, but Carllto is a Cuban; lie will
be brave.' Then the Sergeant made them
kneel down three feet apart on the ground,
with their backs to the firing platoon,
ltwastiurdly a second: the til? jus drawn
up and tho lieutenant cried, 'Apuntenl'
(aim;, but, you know, those little fel-
lows had edged toward each other, work-
ing on their knees hard, and were kneeling
biiouider louciuiig shoulder, and witn cheek
to cheek. Then the volley came and tne
bullets lined the i oor little fuatherwelghta
that they were oft" the ground and blew
them against the wall." (New York: Har-
per & Bros.)

Mrs. John Sherwood has written "An
Epistie to Posterity." It is rather a long
epistle, transcending the conventional
lengths embraced under the mailing r.ossi

Unties of our stamp, extending as
it does through a lair-M'c- d octavo vol-

ume. Though she addresses her.epistle to
posterity, the author afreets Indifference as
to whether posterity ever receives it, for
"I shall, not he there to watch for an
answer," which suggests that other good
joke on icstcrity which Paul Potter in-

corporated Into his play, "Sheridan." Some-
one urges Sheridan to do something. "You
owe it to posterity." Sheridan replied,
"What has - osterity ever done for tne?"
Apparently Mrs. Shorwcod took up with
posterity for its name-valu- e pine a'ni
simple. Her eye had been fascinated by
that title on the hack of one of her
Tctrarch volumes, and it gave her a chance
to recite Voltaire's reply to Uouseau
when he received an ode addressed to pos-

terity. "Hole's a 'otter which will never
reach its address," raid Voltaire.

We might beaseynienland flippant under
the banner of the mine teply in i espouse
to Mis. Sherwood's challenge with her am-
bitious title, but she has disarmed this ci

in l'cr disavowal of an intcicst whieh
the addressee may take in her epistle.
Plainly, the epistle is for us. If her picsen t
readers aie pleased, they cannot ask more,
neither will Mrs Sherwood. Then let us
cry quits, and to our muttons.

The "Epistle to Pcsteiity" shows many
things as plainly as type face may, without
necessity foi covoit leading between the
lines. Itihowsthattheautiiorisa woman
of vast experiences, embiaeinga 11 the years
the mationly pioportlonsof Stephen Park-
er's frontispiece poitrait suggests, ex-

periences among the Intellectual, aitistic,
political aud toyal aristociacyof (becailh.
It fehows she is a woman who ha s made the
best of these experiences, even in present-
ing them in the epistle, audit deinonstia tes
in nearly every one of its pages that her
wit and perf-ona- l cleverness justified her
position there. The book is simply an auto-
biography.

The personal vanity or nn autobiography
roni Mrs. John Sherwood is happily

eclipsed by the real enjoyment to be found
hi its perusal. It was a dangerous under-
taking, but she passes through the pages
In undlnmied splendor and raimpers back
to the frcntispnge to pose her voluptuous
beauty in the Parker portrait, any reference
in the text to her personal charms being
manifestly out of place. That difficulty
was circumvented nicely. We read and
say "How clever!" Then we turii to the
portrait and say, "How beautiful!" And
her conquest is complete. No woman de-

sires more.
With proper filial consideration she begins

her book with a canonization of her father
and mother Then we begin our ac-
quaintance with an autobiographer who as
a girl knew Daniel Webster, Martin Van
Buren, J. K. Fatilding, James Russell
Lowell, M.irla White, and Margaret
Fuller. She began her travels early,
travels herein recounted, which first em-

braced a coming from her New England
heme to young Washington in tlie forties,
then about all the country east ot the
Mississippi, and in later life to England,
where she met all the notables, rrom court
down; to the land ot William Tell, to
fair Italy, where she had delightful asso-
ciations with royalty, the Storys, the
Asters, and the others of the "famous
American colony in Rome; to. Spain, to
France, and to nearly everywhere tint
there was a congenial magnet for wit
and beauty. Hers is an exceptional life in
its associations, or at least she has the
cleverness to make it appear so in her
charmingvolume, though she never didany-thin- g

to denote other than a social am
bition or the remotest possibility of dis-
tinctive achievement. The book is a
series of pages of d beads of
anecdote and experience. It has correct-
ness as its highest literary value, and the
ease of chat for irs pleasantest charm.

TheaccountsofWashingtonsocietyhalfa
century asm have a present interest. ,The
Southern girls appear not to have changed
in the slightest. "Why, Miss Wilson,"
said one of these dear slicns, "I'd just as
lief be engaged to five men at onre, and
then I'd pick out the bestman at lost, and
just many him." Her brother was one of
the writer's bcaus. "Now, Miss Wilson,"
said the same girl, "you needn't marrv
Preston, because you're a wicked abo-

litionist; but you just get engaged to him
and comedown to Georgia and pay us a
visit."

Mrs. Ashley and her plumes was one of
the striking figures at Mrs. Polk's White
House dinners, to which the author was
one evening smuggled In. She was an ami-
able woman, and evidently a diplomat,
for she used to say: "Always give men

brevet rank. If they are colonelscall them
general. If they are captains call them
colonels. They will forgive you." But
Mis. Ashley could say a sharp thing when
occasion required. A certain lady, who
had always been very jealous other, had
bought of her a French invoice, a toilette
which she, going into mounting, could not
wear. This other woman sent back the
slippers, after having worn them, saying:
"They are too big. I could swim in them."
Mrs. Ashley replied: "My dear, I am a

larger woman than you in every respect."
"Mr. Corcoran gave fine dinners," says

Mrs. Sherwood, giving her sixteen-year-ol- d

impressions of older Washington, "ao
did the English and French ministers; but
elsewhere I do not remember anything
like Hit luxury of today. Indeed, it did
not exist, and those who could afford it
did not care for it. John Quincy Adams,
whose magnificent head was the pride ot
the House, whosa fame made him our first
citizen, who was a rich man, lived plainly
in rather a Southern fashion. It was a
great treat to meet Mrs. Adams. It was
tlh: fashion to be poor, and Henry Wise
said when lie fiist became engaged to
Miss Charlotte Everett, "Dou't be afraid
She is so unlucky as to have some money;
but she's a good fellow for all that ' "

There were dinners at the Mays', liter-
ary .parlies at Mrs. Frank Taylor's, Mr.
King"8 pictures to be seen Seward was
young, witty and delightful. The Custis
family was still in Arlington, and it was
an event to go across the bridge and drink
tea out of "the Washington china. Three
othr conspicuous figures were Mr.

who talked equally pleasantly nt
literature or gossip; Mr. Berrian, another

finished talker when conversation was an
art, and Mr. Clay, "the ugliest man in the
world and tho most fascinating."

Gen. Sfo.tt was then the hero of the
Mexican war. Admirals Farragut and
Rogers.Geu. Lee, Zacliary Taylor.Col. Bliss,
Franklin and MeClcllan, fresh from JMex-ir-

and "a little quiet man who shrank
out of sight," known later as U. S. Grant,
were all youthful men then, scarcely anti-
cipating the rushing glory soon to crown
them. Mr. Morse were here trying to
get an appropriation for a new invention,
the electric telegraph.

"Itis impossible," she concludes her chap-
ter, "not to regret the plain beginnings
ami the sincere patriotism, the poor little
bots.es which held such noble lives; and
I cansafely affirm thatanythlngso delight-
ful as Washington I have never seen else-

where. There were a mingled simplicity
and a grandeur, aniiingled state and quiet
Intimacy, a brilliancy or conversation, the
prominence of intellect over muterlal pros-
perity, which docs not exist in any other
city in the Union. I believe it does not
exist anywhere but at Rome, which always,
geographical!) as well as politically and
socially, reminded me so of Washington
that I used to call Rome Washington inad-
vertantly. Rome, like Washington
is small enough, quiet enough, for strong
peisoual intimacies; Rome, like Washing-
ton, has Its dcmocraticcoiirtand its entour-
age of diplomatic circle: Rome, like Wash-
ington, gives you plenty of time and plenty
of sunlight"

Mrs. Sherwood Interested herself in char-
itable relief work during the war and again
came to Washington. She thus describee
the city in 3 as a camp: "Probably no
capital in a state of se!ge was ever more
gay or amusing. Foreigners, princes and
potentates, names of a thousand years and
ot yesterday, were all jumbled in a state
orfrenzyandconfuslon. Andthemtid! Oh,
the mud! I saw Gen McCleilan with his
two young .'.ides, the French princes. Count
de Paris and Hue de Cliartres, ride into
Washing ton so encrusted with mud that they
looked like fossil monsleis.

"All about the city for thirty miles
spread the tents, the camp-fire- the stock-
ades of a citizen soldiery, apprentices to
the great artof war. Every new condition
oNi u man life, every possible embarrassment
or climate, food and shelter came to try
n.tM's souls. Suffeifngot the keenest dwolt
in these tents beside joviality and excite-
ment; fortlielight, easily-amuse- d American
temperament round much to like and to
laugh at even in the surroundings or cold
and mud, poor food and ineradicable dirt,
not to speak or the sober realities or the
measles and scarlet fever and smallpox,
and typhoidrevcr.allof which paid our army
a visit from time to time."

Thus one might chat with Mrs. Sher-
wood through her hundreds of pages to
the continued delightof the reader and the
ir.cxhaastibility of the writer. The at-
tractiveness of the book grows as its merits
eclipse its probably unconscious egotism.
(New York: Harper & Eros. Washington:
Wm. Ballautyne & Sons.)

What are we? How do we know we are?
How do we know we know? What is
knowledge? What Is a thought? Whence is
it? How is it? This and kindred questions
id infinitum have been the nemesis of the
philosopher for ages. Eaeli metaphysician
comet: with a new definition and a new
theory. Some express it in two volumes,
some in ten. Pior Borden P. Brown, of
Boston University, approaches the sphinK,
and in one modest volume offers ids answer
to her riddles.

His"T!u-or- or Thought and Knowledge"
Is the hite-t- t and modi important philosoph-
ical work by an American since John FLskc
and Greenleaf Thompson gave their is

to these same questions. It is im-
pressively sincere above aud beyond Its
manifestations of pioround scholarship,
ltssinceity is evidenced best in a kind of

intolerant-.'.- . Hefiles ablnuGproiestagaiust
HeibcrCSpeacer.aml then-drag- s' him under
the knife again in this trinity of blows:
''Tills fallacy undeilies the system of

Spinoza so far as It is reasoned. It viti-
ates a laige part of Hegel's work and is

the gist ut Mr Spencer's philosophy."
There is summary disposition with neatness
and dispatch. But tmth is always intol-
erant. It brooks no compromise. Dr.
Brown's meth id ot wiping out his adversa-
ries with a single stroke is but the logical
emanation of deep-seate- d tielief in his own
principles and the Implied error of what-
ever clashes

He divides his book 'by his title Into two
parts, the fiistdcvotedVto theoryof thought,
the second to theory of knowledge. In the
fiist part he consideis the general nature
of thought, distinguished ftom sense and
association, the conditions of thought,
the nothingness of consciousness by I'.self,
how the mind gets objects, the theories of
perceptions, notions, Judgments, infer-
ences, proofs, deduction and induction.
His considerations under the toplcof knowl-
edge are philosophic scepticism, thought
and thing, realism and idealism, aphorism
empiricism, knowledge and belief.

From this resume ot the work's make-
up, the general scope may be Inferred.
It. passes over the familiar ground covered
by most metaphysicians, but Br. Brown is
entirely unhampered in his philosophic pere-
grinations by the paths beaten by predeces-

sors. He is bold and trenchant, his the-
ories are conceived with fundamental
rationality, and he develops them with
admirable logic, and a clearness which is
a perpetunl delight to the student.' Itis
nor, an elementary work, but it reaches
to the eleinentals, treating them from the
standpoint and with the erudition of the
rcatured student. (Nov York: Harper

& Tiro. Washington: Wm. Eallantyne &
Sons.)

The faculty of condensation and ooncen-tratio- n

was Henry Drummond's. The gift
of simplicity and clearness; the capacity
for multum in parvo This, wc see again
in a little posthumorous volume of ad-

dresses delivered at Northrield, Mass.,
before D wight Moody's school. Threestrik-in- g

Christian lessons are taught in the
three addresses; the first, "A Life for a
Life;'' the second, "The Lesson of the
Angelus;" the third, "The Ideal Man." And
the book takes its name from the first of
the three.
It is a little volume slipped handily into

tho pocket: almost into the vest pocket.
It Is full ot the meat of Christian teaching
and moral lloom, spiritual tonic and re-
ligions fervor. It will do any one good
to read it. It should carry deism to the
agnostic, and many a Christian may learn

from its few pages beautiful unthought
lessons.

In "A Life for a Life" he reveals a
practical way in which Christian citizen-
ship may be and was engendered in a
city's slums. Several university men took
a house in Loudon's vile East End. They
gave themselves no airs of superiority,
they didn't tell the people they had come
to do them good: they just went in and
made friends. They were in no hurry.
One day there came a great labor war,
and the workingmen put their heads to-

gether and said: "Those young men up
there Pave good heads: let's go and talk
It over with them." They did. One of
them arbitrated the strike satisfactorily,
because honestly. Another soon became
the head of the school board- - They got
Into other boards: they got into Parlia-
ment, bringing with them in each advance-
ment the influence of honesty and its
benefits and ameliorations. If honestimen
of brains would go among the poorand-appl-

Christian principle, that day would
their sun rise.

T) wight Moody furnishes the introductory
note to this brochure, and he writes with
the affection of a" brother for the man he
knew so well. "It sometimes happens,"
says Mr. Moody, "that a roan in giving to

the world the truths that have most in- -

fluenced. his life, unconsciously writes
the truest kind of a character sketch. This
was so in the case of Harry Drummond, and

no wordaof mine can betterhls life and char-
acter ttian those in which helms presented
to us 'The Greatest Thing In the World.'

As you read what he terms the
analysis ot love you find that all its In-

gredients were woven into his daily life,
making him one of the mostlovable men 1

havo ever known. Was it courtesy you
looked for, he was the perfect gentleman.
Was It kindness, he was always prefering
another. Was it humility, he was simple
and not courting favor." (New York:
FlemingH.IU'vell. Washington: Wcodward
& Lothrop.)

Rulh MoEncry Stuart's name i,s not Im-

pressed on the panels of Tame with any
degree of indelibility as yet, but the litics
in which it-i- written are bold and firm,
and it is read there in the eyes of all who
kuow her books. She has written much.
If the ptoducts or her proline pen are not
impressive and magnificent in their charac-
ter, they fiure-- are honest and chaste, the
humor is delicate, the sentiment is natural,
the realism is unaffected aud deilclously
agreeabie.

One could go Into an Arkansas town like
Siinkinsvillc and iind much else than has
focus on Mrs. Stuart's retina, much of force-
ful naturalism and tragic truth, but she
has elected to disclose only the humor and
ttie dentiment of Lite pioneer lire of the
frontier village. She sketches her charac-
ters witu a sensitive aud appreciative Pen.
All Is grist that comes to her mill. Every
line is a kernel or humor or sweet senti-
ment which warms the heart. There is
no charf. of padding, or affectation, or
faddish nonsense. She reads very much, as
didthe lamented H. dimmer. There isthe
srame whulesotneness In both, abundant
humor, exq'ilsite refinement even in the
delineation of the store gang in the Sim-ki-

vibe general store.
But a ll her stories a ie not of Simklnsvillc.

Only the volume given out last week is
alxnit people and things "In Slii.klnsville.''
The others weie "Carlotla'. Intended and
Other Talcs," "The Golden Wedding and
Other Talea," "The Story of Palette" and
"Solomon Crow's Christmas Pockets." If
you have lead them you rememlier them,
and to remember them is to u member
thorn pleasantly.

"In Simklnsvillc" contains teven stories
of that town of amusing people. She has
the gift, which Is most enviable art, of
seizing upon thecommonplacein chaiacter,
person, place- and thing, and converting
It by siibtlcloucb into a tiling of infcctihitis
interest. It is this gidteful talent which
ha& dignified many a tedious page of less
talented but noie famous writers. The
faculty of personifying things in thislappy
manner was one of Dickens' most enjoyable
devli-e-

Mi instance of Mis. Stuaits' faculty Tor
reproducing a ci'iilxtuieof fentiment snd
humor in connection with a dainty play of
impersonal peronifif ation is trown n the
discussion about the old stove in the back
of the village stoic, ns set out In ll:e story:
"An Arkansas Prophet."

"See i hat stove how she spits smoke,
east wind will make her spit any day-se- ems

to gag her." It was McMonlgle
sneaking, and he chuckled soWy, as he
leaned forward, and Ijegan poking the fire.
" Yas, she hates an east wind, but tho likes
me don't you, old ghl? See her glow led
In the face while I chuck her under the
chiii."

Look rut you don't chuck out a coal of
fire on kitty with your fooling," said
oid man Taylor. "She does blush in the
face, don't she? An 'see her wink under'ier
isinglass spectacles when she's flirced
with."

"That stove's a d old lady,"
Interrupted the doctor; "reg'larly gits re-

ligion and shouts whenever the wind's
from the right quarter an' I won't have
her spoke or with disrespect. If she could
tell all She's heard, settin' there summer
and winter, I reckon it'd make a hook,
an' a intcrestin one, too. There's been
tats aud mice born in her all summer.tm'
bi-- df hatched, an' Rowtou tells me 1 e's
got a dominlcker here that's reg'larly
watched for her fires to go out last two
seasons, so she can lay in her. An' didn't
you never near about Phil Toland hidin" a
whisky bottle in her one day last summer
and smash a whole settin' o' eggs? The
hen she squawked out at him, an' all but
skeered him to death. He thought he had
a 'tnckt o' the tremens, an' of a adult
variety."

"Pity It hand't askeert him Into
remarked the man opposite.

Such is the vein of playful gentleness
which permeates Mrs. Stuart's book through
and through. It is amusing and refreshing;
it warms one to tho author and it holdsone
to her book, and the aftermath Is a sense
of rebuke to the new writers who destroy
senttmant and deal out nauseous literal-
isms. (New York: Harper & Brothers.
Washington: Brent&no.)

Frederick Stokes sent last week a new
volume, tirr.lariy "Hoyle,
an Encyclopedia of Indoor Games." by R.
F. Foster, who has compiled more boks of
this character than any other man revealed
by memory or catalogue. Itis hard to say
whether Mr". Stokes intends this volume to
be taken up, studied, verified, practiced

on aud reviewed at this time, or has sent
it to the home of the Weather Bureau in
the midst of this perspiring spell as a mild
satirical protest. It the amiable publisher
intended the former he deserves harsher
treatment than an Indulgent and

pen can Inflict, but if he puts
it forth us a joke we commend his sene
of humoi. There is a singular fuceriousucss
in sending an indoor book at such an un-

mistakably outdoor time. It reminds us of
the editor who, while the ther-
mometer stood at 40 degrees below zero
complacently started off his editorial col-

umn with tliis sage remark: "A cabbage
leaf placed in the crown of the hat will
prevent sunstroke."

In winter time, if that blissful period
ever melts out of. those torrid days, this
book should be attractive. There arc days
when the trees,"are bare, and fat men seek
the sunny side' ot the Avenue, and the
wind comes sharp, apd the snow scurries
about in the air, and' the .windows are
closed, and the fire is lit, and the heat is
comfortable. Mr. Foster's book reminds ns
ot this. How refreshing it is! Then tho
table is drawn, and under the full flood of
gas and lamp, the same gas and lamps we
dare not light these nights, in deference to
temperature and all manner of winged
things, and ic is proposed to while the
merry hour away ,cheatthe ragingelements
without, and dissipate tedium. The noyle
Encyclopedia is then the book of books to
buckle to.

It has everything in it conceivably re-

lating to games of cards, dominos, check-
ers, dice, billiards and bowling. But the
possibilities of cards arc best exemplified.
It seems incredible that fifty-tw- o pieces
of figurutcd pasteboard could produce so
many kinds of games. Mr. Foster divides
his games into families. There Is the whist
family, the euchre family, the poker family,
and others; and they are all large families,
however witha strong family resemblance.
Nobody but an expert could tell but that
they are all twins. After counting four-
teen kinds of whist we got tired and
warm and turned to poker. There are only
seven in that family. But in the bezique
family there are nine, in the hearts fam-
ily eleven, in the euchre family twelve,
antt in there are sixteen. Per-
haps you don't Know what Is.
At least you know some of the family.
There is auction pitch, Cal-
ifornia Jack, cinch, pedros of several char-
acters, "high five, seven up, and snoozer.
So the all-fc- family is quite an impo-
rtant connection in the aristocracy of cards.

As noted above, this Is no time to read

and inwardly digest any book ot indoor
character. But a casual glance-throug-

Mr. Foster's book presents many points
which will recommend it. when the glimmer
boaiders return to town and begin to pick
out their indoor literature. It Is a com-

plete book. It covers the whole subject,
from Old Maid and Pinocle to Scat and
Whist. The author makes a claim to ab-

solute originality. He says it Id the only-boo- k

on games that has appeared In ICO

years. It is too hot to hunt him down on
this statement. He calls attention to the
system and uniformity of the treatment
or his eubject, beginning with a description
ot the apparatus and the players, and fol-

lowing the natural course ot play step
by step. All technical terms are ex-

plained. Ve would like to catch him up
on this; but, again, it's too hot oven for
that, and for the same reason we won't
dispute that tills list Is the most .complete
cvei published, or that there Is lacking
tlie originality claimed for his method of
settling disputed points. If he has sug-

gested some sane method ot obviating the
which card enthusiasts hold

after every hand, he and his book are, for
that sing'e act, entitled to a glorious Im-

mortality.
The book is full of pictures anddlagrams,

which makes it look easy to understand.
But there Is one defect. There is missing
any allusion to a game, which is tpelled
phonetically.Grabooshe. We looked prayer-
fully lor this, not only because It is a good
game, but hopeful of finding the right and
professional way to spell It, knowjng how
to pk'Y It. There are in the language some
words and expressions which are never
spelled out In places where ordinary mortals
can see tuetn, and their proper orthography
remains a pursuing mystery. Thomas
Nelsou Page recently gave the spelling
the affirmative grunt, "Mh Hmh!" aud we
were grateful. Why didn't Mr. Foster
en'.'gbteti card players on the game w.lich
sounds like "Grabooshe?" (NeW York:
FrederickA. Stokes Company. Washington:
Breutano's.)

There is more seasonable promise in a
novel Heie is "An American Emperor,"
by Louis Tracy, the man who wiotC'The
Final Wai" and "The Shadow Hand."
The Ixxikharfa fresh ycllowcovcr. Indicative
of the emperor's gold, no doubt, and the
cover Is adorned with the Lack view of a
yellow-haire- d man in a black overcoat
writing out checks on a green table in a
roini papered and carpeted In teira cotta.
Does that melange of color remind you ot
Stephen Crane? The hook won't.

It Is a vaulting phantasy, this caseof an
American who became emperor. Its title
and Itstext remind one of Richard Harding
DoaIs' Reporter Who MaTe HiniM-l- f

King." The text principally, because it
is no dissimilar. T)avi is nothing if not
natural. Ills easy flow of the vernacular
adorns the veriest trifle, and gives them a
touch of interest and a glow of Tomance
which they may not possess in the icmotcst
degree exct-p- t by grace of Davis' pen.
Mr. Tracy, on the contrary, deals in the
most astonishing exirovangancies. and
hasn't the gift to preserve them their flavor- -

The author shows daring imagination.
That's .'lis crowning glory He spirits forh
a, young American worth at least eleven
hundred and fifty thousind millions. This
composite of cash attends the opera one
evening and falls in love with a young
woman across the tier He seeks in every
way to discover her identity. The nt

of the house don't know her. He
caddlshly buys up the boxes for series
of nights and trys to force the lady to
accept his hospitality. She refuses. He
hears Mie wants Louis Quatorze furniture,
so Avithin two hours he buys the hotel,
where she is stopping, aud a Louis Quatorze
set of furniture was forwarded the same
afternoon.

She sends for him to remonstrate, but he
is so fascinating, and besides has a sister
who has accepted an impoverished prin-

cipality, or at least the title of princess,
Tor a si.are or her millions. That settles it
with the mysterious woman She confesses
that she is a lineal descendant of twoliues
oi French Kings. He wants to marry her,
but of course the lineal descendant of two
lines of French Kings couldn't think of
marrying a plain American millionaire.
But ho promises to make himself Emperor
of France, and she agrees that she will

be glad to marry him then.
So ho sets forth to make himself em-

peror. He accomplishes this by turning
France Into a limited liability company.
Be turns his millions into gold coin, and a
yellow flood attends bis passage through
the lan.l ot the rleur de lis. He goes to
Notre Bame to be crowned, but instead
he makes a speech and magnanimously
turns over the kingdom to another fellow,
who had been married to the woman for
whom he made himself emperor. You see,
she didn't exactly keep her word. But he
didn't mind that; ho found another girl
in tho course of the story, and "their lirs
met" at the end of the forty-fir- st chap-

ter. There are forty-tw- o chapters.
Here is a sample ot Mr. Tracy's text,

taken at random, but accurately char-

acteristic:
"Then she gave le Grand a swift, fond

slap on the check. 'But you needn't think
because I'm married to you thatl'ra going
to do everything you want.'

" 'You're going to do this, though, I'm
thinking, because it's got to be done, you
sec.'

" T see. You are a beautiful husband,
you are. But I shan't give you a chance.
Adieu!' She rose with the graccof a prin-

cess. He had her by the arm.
"Here, are you going todo what I tell

you? What do you think I married yoa
for?"

"I won't do It!'
"You shall!"
"I shan't!"
And she don't. They have a foot race,

and he comes out second best, "hopelessly
distanced " Some ot the illustrated lines
are interesting, and may, perhaps, bring
the reader further in touch with Mr. Tracy
and iiisstory: "Utterly disheartened, cowed,

brew-beate- disgusted, and disappointed,
the passed out into the night;"
"It was otherwise with Arizona Jim:"
"The American at last threw him off,
maimed and cursing, but it wus too late:'
"You call me a tramp, you white-heade- d

idiot!''
A glance at the after-page- s discloses tliat

the Bookman has said ot another ot this
writer's stories: "We don't know when
we have been so much diverted as by this
book of Mr. Tracy's.'' And we may add
the same ot "An American Emperor '' As
for accounting for its publication by the
Putnams? The manuscript must have
been sent in with that quotation pinned on
the outside, and the firm's reader passed
the story to the printer on the strength ot
the quotation, having missed the point.
(New York: G. I'. Putnam's Sons. Wash-
ington: Bientano.)

Some one, evidently a journalist, has
asked George W. Cable for a list of the
ten best short poems In the English lan-
guage, and this reply was elicited:

"Well, of all the rough and
challenges that newspaper hurry ever
tossed Into tlie arena ot literary criticism,
isn't this the most so? What is a short
poem, any way? How many verses must a
poem have to be a long one? If one
were asked to conrine himself somehow,
Eome where t within terrestrial limits, he
might find a point from which to draw
a few venturesome comparisons. Sup-
pose, for instance, he we're required to
name the ten best sonuets in the language.
Sonnets are virtually all ot one length, at
any rate. and are not longer than our great
journalist allows, for he heads his list with
one of Shakespeare's sonnets and ends It
with a poem of eighty-fiv- e lines, t:

Rudyard Kipling's Gunga Din stop laugh-
ing! Don't you suppose Kipling, that truly

masterful poet, knows as well aa we do
that Gunga Din though, for reasons; Itis
fine is not one of the best ten even ot his
own poema?

But suppose we were limited to sonnets.
There would be some Intelligence in that,
and a pleasure in cho'osing. One would,
begin, of course, by taking at least five
of Shakespeare's for there's not a word
said to forbid us entering as many short
poems fronv one poet as we may choose
Inside of ten, that is, we mustn't go be-
yond ten. Still, we should not want

upon Shakespeare for more thannlne
at the utmost, for there ia Sir Philip
Sidney. Imagine Sir Philip confronted,
with "standing room only," and Gunga
Din that "limping lump o brick dust, '

Gunga Din," grinning at him from a seat
among the upper ten.

Suppose again that, not holnt; limited s
to sonnets, ve should Include songs; ftrour
distinguished litterateur, "after givingmuch
thought to the n.atter, has settled upon"
three poems tli.tt are songs without count-
ing "Gunga Din." which, as Us jnlllriat
author :ertainly and rightly intended, is a
bowling good that and farmore.
One of these songs la Bums' "Stota Wha
Hae." Did Burns iu- - cr write a betr.n- - song,
than "Bannockbum?" Is that going to
outlast well even "Auld Lang Syne?"
But never mind that. An odder fact Is
that none or these three songs, and there-
fore none ot these "best ten short poems ia
our language" Includes Shelley's "Lines
Set to an Indian Air" or Ben Jonson'a
"Drink to Me Only with Thine Eyes."
They lef tout, and "Gunga Din" included
Why, sir oh, pshaw!

Need we say what we thlnkof Mr. Kipling
as a poet? We think he is not at all best
in barrack-roo- ballads, and that even there
he is sometimoa superb.

"My first boot," says Mr. ZangwiU." wasa romance of school lire which, written iatwo copy-book- s, circulated gratuitously in '

the school-roo- and pleased our youthful
imagination with teacher-baitin- g tricks we
had not theplucfc to carry out in theactuaLI shall always remember that story, because
after making the tour of the rlass it was
returned tome with thanks anil a new first;
page, from which all my graces ot style
had jvapo rated. Indignant inquirv discov-

ered the criminal. He admitted he hail lost
thepagcand had rewrittenlt from memory.

In his process of literary prowling far
his Bibelot, John Moalier has come upon acopy of the Oxford and Cambridge Maga-
zine for 1856. Tills inagailne was con-
ducted by the members of the two unl- -
verues. une ot the most diligent

to this periodical was WRIlaraMorris, as attest :? Her. f i.i ..,
therein, furnished by Mr. Mosher. Eighteen
contributions to the numbers of that year
werefrom Morris. Nine ofthem werepoetry '
and essays, nine were tales From thelatter Mr. Mosher selected. "Ttur HqUow
Land" to embody In his July number ofthe Bibelot Book lovers will find a curi-
ous interest iii this reprint because it hasnever before been reproduced.

"The Hollow Land," so n.ccb, at least,as is thus far given in theBihelot.andit is
sufficient to fashion prophecy of the bal-
ance, is a charming chivalric romance,
free in conception, elegant and classfein
diction, so colorful In tone and radiantlyglorious ibat the artist'i; brush might I

easily translate what a poetical romaneer'3pen ha--s written. Mr. Mosher evidentlyhas read tho other eight or those- - romances,
for he pronounces "The Hollow Land" the
finestofthenine
thej areallerah:yonic,so to speak, of wfcit
in later years witU Lomgeon forth as "TheStory of the Glittering Plain,' 4A Tale otthe House of the Wolfings' and 'The Well
at the World's End.' For to their fash-
ioning went a youthful craf fmaasaip, in-
deed, but a craftsmanship only ended lastyear, when the utterances of the po-it- ,
artificer, dreamer of happy dreams, feU
upon silence. "The Hollow Land" con-
tains no uncertain hint of thing to eome.
nor may we reruse to see In it the creative
mind which shaped "The Earthly Para-
dise," that splendid pageant-epic,- " second
--n!y to the older epo3 of those
"Pilgrims that one morning rode "

Out of the gateway ot the Taberd Inn,"
and who live henceforth forever in the
Acre of theUndying." "TheHoHowLand"

will be concluded in the Bibelot for Au-gu- sr.

( Portland, .Me.: John Mosher. Wash-
ington: Woodward & Lothrop.)

The busy man who writes paragraphs
aboutour venerable friend.MarkTwain.bas
given recess to the hackneyed discussion
of funds or no funds, and has at last given
out a genuine piece of news. It is to She
effect that he has made excellent progress
on his new book and will have it on the
market by Christmas. It is to be called
"The Surviving Innocent Abroad." It is
true, he admits, that other members of.

the party who Iert America in the Quaker
City some twenty-eigh- t years ago, are
still living; but he is the "only one who
has remained Innocent. This sounds like
the old Mark. The letter-bo- x man of the
Bookman writes ia the July number: "A.
lady asks us who are the great Americaa
humorists. If she means great humorists
who arc dead aud gone, we refer her to
any standard work on Americaa literature.
If she means great humorists who are
living and still producing good tHimcroua

work, wc answer sadly butcoa-scientioasl-

that there are none."
Why this direct and tin warranted attach

on Mr. Clemens? The would-b- e wit ha3
probably never read his "Tramp Abroad
or his "Innocents Abroad;" doubtless he
doesn't know of such a youth S3 Tom
Sawyer or such a pure type of American
bfv as Hack Finn, and that brilliant ro-
mance of the Southwest half a century
ago set forth in "Pudd'nhead Wilson" ia
an unwritten page for him. Mark Twain's
greatest sin seems to have been that, while
a fine humorist, he was a poor business

man. He has made a commendably hon-
est effort to earn a livelihood, and if, per-
chance, the sap of his humor flows slug-
gish lately, be it remembered that tha
leaves In the tree tops are thin and
the frost of years are biting. Ia any

country than America the man-wh- o

has made so many laugh as has Maifc
Twain would never be forgotten and dis-
crepancies to no end would be tolerated.
When "the Surviving Innocent" returns
from abroad he should be met with, awarm
and generous welcome, which would sig-
nify the fraternal love and national pride
In which our nation holds its foremost
humorist. He should be made to feel that
he is coming home, indeed.

The highest price ever paid for a single
volume was tendered bv a mimbor nf
wealthy Jewish merchants of Venice to
Pope Julius II for a very ancient Hebrew
Bible. It was then believed to be an
original copy of the Scptuagintversion made
from the Hebrew into Greek in 277 B. C.,
careful copies or the Hebrew text having
been prepared at that date ror the nse or.
the seventy translators. The of fer tc,Tuliu3
was 20,000. which, considering the differ-
ence between the value ot monev then andnow, would in our day represent theprincely sum of $000,000. Julius was atthat time greatly pressed for money to main-
tain the Holy League which the pope had
organized against France, but In spite of
his lack of funds fce declined the offer.

Bryan's Xwv Story.
(From the Hartford Courant.)

Young Mr Bryan has added anotherstory to his collection. Ee introduces itby saying he has been acensed ot disturb-
ing the harmony of the Democratic party.
That reminds him ot the little boy who was
reproved by his mother forpulling the cat's
tail. "I'm not pulling her tail," said titboy. "I'm Just holding her taiL It's tea
cat that's pulling.''


